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"Very well. ... I was desolate, and I asked you
to come and see me, to comfort me. And yon say I
am impossible."

"When did Mourakin go last night?" he asked.

"I don't know. Very late."

He saw that she had something more to add, and
waited. In a moment:

"He was tiresome," she said. "He wanted to make
love to me. And he is jealous of you. He doesn't like
you coming here."

"He knows well enough we are only friends."

" Yes. Only he does not believe in that sort of friend-
ship very much. . . . " She stopped, smiling faintly
as at some slightly amusing recollection. " Oh, Norton,"
she continued, as the mental picture found expression,
"he was outrageous last night. You cannot think how
outrageous. He accused you of being my lover!"

From his post by the window he looked across at her.
. . . Her lover? That cold, wonderful creature's
lover? She was certainly lovely, lying there. Nothing'
in the world could be lovelier. . . .

He crossed the room and sat down near to her on the
sofa. She met his gaze steadily.

"Your lover," he repeated.  "But how ridiculous!"

"So I told Mourakin."

"And he did not believe it?"

"No."

He bent and kissed her lips. . . .

Eyeing him reproachfully, when she had released
herself,

"Why did you do that?" she asked.

He countered: "Why did you ask me to come
here?"

"I don't know.   Not for that, though."